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THR: 

EE EZ ATT K 
HE Profeſſors of Back-Swprd have a Cuſtom, laudably conducins 10 7 
Diverſion of Spectators, that where two Hoſtile Helo, of the ee 
are to flaſh each other, into Proofs of their Reſpective Skill in Hacking, The 
ſturdy Challenger muſt always firſt ſtrut croſs the Stage, and brandifh his 
- Defiance in the Face of the Beholders : That I may therefore follow this eaitying 
Example, Beat up Drum, Shout Mob, and Enter, 


run 
Written by N. ROWE, Eſq; 


2 Night, ye Whigs and Tories both be ſafe, 
| Nor hope, at one anothers Colt to laugh : 
We mean to Souſe Old Satan and the Pope; 
They've no Relations here, nor Friends we hope; 
A Tool of theirs ſupplies the Comick Stage 

With juſt Materials for Satyrick Rage : 

Nor think our Colours may too ſtrongly paint 
The Stiff-Nonjuring Separation Saint, 

Good Breeding ne'er commands us to be Civil 

To thoſe, Who give the Nation to the Devil. 

Who at our ſureſt, beſt Foundation ftrike, 

And hate our Monarch, and our Church a-like ; 
Our Church— which, aw'd with Reverential Fear, 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here ; 
Long may ſhe Theſe her worſt of Foes defy, 

And lift her Mitred Head triumphant to the Sky ; 
While theirs—— But Satyr ſilently diſdains 

To name, what lives not, but in Madmens Brains: 
Like Bawds, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, 
And fears the Juſtice's enquiring Clerk. 

In cloſe back Rooms his routed Flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the Patriarch of blind Lanes and Allies; 
There fafe, he lets his thund'ring Cenſures fly, 
Unchriſtens, Damns us, gives our Laws the Lye, 
And excommunicates three Stories high : 

Why, ſince a Land of Liberty they hate, 

Still will they linger in this Freeborn State ? 
Here, ev'ry Hour, freſh hateful, Objects riſe, 
Peace, and Proſperity afflict their Eyes; 

With Anguiſh Prince, and People they ſurvey. 
Their juſt Obedience, and his righteous Sway; 
Ship off, ye Slaves, and ſeek ſome paſſive Land, 
Where Tyrants, after your own Hearts, command; 
To your Tranſalpine Maſter's Rule reſort, 

And fill an empty, abdicated Court : 

Turn Your Poſſeſſions here to ready Rhino, 

And buy ye Lands, and Lordſhips at Urbino. 


Now 


. 


The PREFACE 


Now I apprat to all wiſe Lovers of our much fam'd Conſtitution, whether the 
utmoſt Malice of the Jacobites cou'd have ſo deeply wounded us, as this Great 
Ni Ape in Armour has contriv'd to da, by his ridiculous defending us. The awkward 
Soul has told us, in the Beginning of this fine Thing, that no Body is to be 

Sous'd, but the Devil and the Pope: Now the Devil of any Pope can we 
find in the Prologue, unleſs his Holineſs is come to Britain, ard there turn'd 
| Nonjuror, to preach like a Bawd, in the Dark, in cloſe Back Rooms, 
. three Stories high, in ſome blind Alley; where he excommunicates, and 


cenſures in SAFETY, for FEAR of the Juſtice's Worſhip. : 
Inpudent Stupidity! This Bay- dreſi'd Poetaſter, like an Owl in a Baſh, F 
is blinded with Day-light, which finding him Purblind has daxled his Optics. 3 


So Glorious a Cauſe as the Right of Ring George, cannot. ſure be re- 
duc'd to ſo loſt a Condition, as to need the Aſſiſtance of 4 Player and 4 
Ballad-Singer. A Fellow, who can ſpit on the Picture of his Saviour, to 
demonſtrate his notorious. Regard to Religion, may doubtleſs be capable vf 
ſpoiling a Comedy, and Dedicating it to the King, as a Proof of His Lo- 
alty, But the Bays muſt be ſcurvily beſtom'd on a Laureat, who believes, 
that 4 Prologue, writ to Souſe his Friend Satan, can knock down the Non- 
jurors. 


His Majeſty is too Wiſe, and Diſcerning, to veliſh an Attempt for con- 
verting his Subjefts, by Shipping them of on a Voyage to Italy: He had 
rather, I dare ſwear, have them here diſcontented, than remov'd to Urbino. 
But this Champions Politicks are much of a Size with his Honour, and 
Morality: It has often been known, that an Enemy, retiring in Deſpair 
from a Siege, has been Sy to return, and renew it with Succeſs, by 

the Inſults and Reproaches of the Garriſon. And Philip de Comines has 
told us 4 Story, which may pleaſantly enough be apply'd to the adequate 

Merits of Mr. Rowe and his Prologue, n 


In the Wars between Burgundy and France, the Dake*s Forces, as I re- 
member, retreated in good Order, very near to the Enemy, who follow'd but 
flowly ;, and a Touth of Mr. Rowe's metPd Temper, wou d needs, upon every 
Turn, (tay behind, to indulge his merry Vein, and call Names, to ſhem Courage: 
He met with Succeſs twice, or thrice, and being mightily elevated by the Pratſe, 
he received, from ſome filly Rogues, his Companions ; he, at laſt, became bold 
enough to pull down his Breeches, and, clapping his Hand on his Poſteriors, 
very civilly bid the Foe kiſs his A —ſe; That ] wil, cryd an angry Dra- 
goon, who dared fire without Orders, and ſent him a Bullet to batter his But- 
zocks, which convinc'd him, at once, that an Impudent Fool may go ſome» Wa 
times unpuniſh*d, when it rather proceeds from Good Humour, tha» Tame- ME 
neſs in the Perſons, he abuſes. 
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Foe to Flatt'ry needs no Patron ſeek, 

g And Free-born Muſes may with Freedom ſpeak; 
1 Britons, by Birthright, murm'ring, Right or Wrong, 
10 Brook not a Tyrant's Rule, tho' but in Song. 
'y | | 
ne Thou, a firm Friend to Freedom, can'ſt not blame 
e 

Satyr's Free-dealing with a Scribler's Fame ; 
- Whoſe Garland, with'ring o'er a barren Brow, 
4 A Soil repugnant to the Muſes Plough. 
fo Proves, that Kings plant dull Heads, like thine, in vain, 
22 Since ſapleſs Bays die, where they reach no Brain. 
ba 
1 As heavy Birds are known by flying low, 
go | 
&- 


So narrow Sentiments baſe Natures ſhow. 

Did Wit's warm God thy ſavage Breaft inſpire, 
Thy hallow'd Offrings had confeſsd His Fire! 
But thy free Genius, unreſtrain'd by Laws, 

"Y So long has labour'd in Hell's Good Old Cauſe, 
h 1 That Virtue, ſcandaliz d, now ſhuns thy Pen, 
For Praiſe turns Satyr, giv'n by worthleſs Men. 


It moves the Muſe's Wrath to hear Thee ſins, 
While Love of Int'reſt ſtrikes the tortur'd String; 


N B | Great 


124 
Great Souls, out- ſoaring the low Scope of Gain, 
Taint not their Subject with a partial Stain - 
With gen'rous Warmth they well-choſe Praiſe purſue, 
Nor meanly look afide with ſpleeuful View; 
Who acts not thus, does Fame by Fortune ſcan, 


And courts the Por, not celebrates the Man: 


The Brow, that wears the Muſe-rewarding Bays, 
High, as his Garland, ſhou'd his Merit raiſe ; 
Fir'd with a grateful Senſe of Favours won, 

Shou'd nobly paint the Deeds, his Prince has done; 
Shou'd paint his Deeds, nor, proftitutely baſe, 
With mingl'd Gall th' imbitter'd Theme diſgrace : 
True Honour teaches all the Brave to know, 


They ſhame their Triumph, who inſult their Foe, 


If, with due Greatneſs, thou woud'ſt praiſe thy King, 
To ſome fam'a Wonder tune thy loyal String; 
Shew him, at Buda's dreadful Siege, diſplay'd, 
Beamy with Glory, thro? Death's Smoaky Shade, 
On Rbine's high Banks the awful Hero place, 
Controlling Nations with a Martial Grace; 
Or His renown'd Acceſſion here ſurvey, 
Strange, for the wond'rous Smoothneſs of its Way! 


Tell with what Shouts the crowding People preſs'd, 


Gaz'd, with full Faith, and their hop'd Fortune bleſs'd ; 


Here might looſe Fancy ſport o'er boundleſs Plains, 


And fearleſs Judgment ſhake the ſlacken d Reins ; 
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13 
Concurring Factions wou'd the Song admire, 


And warm'd Diſtinctions gather round the Pire. 


But Thou, unskill'd, do'ſt no ſuch Schemes produce, 
Thy Nerveleſs Talent lies in ſmooth Abuſe; 
Others, like Bees, boaſt Honey with their Sting, 
Thy Viper Verſe does only Poiſon bring ; 

When well employd, Thy unaccuſtom'd Pen 
Stumbles at ev'ry Step, like Drunken Men: 
Marſh-born /anſrog, thus on the Alps high Sides, 
Trembling looks down, and totters, as he rides ; 
But when ſome kind Occaſion calls Thee out, 

In lov'd Detradion's Cauſe to lay about, 

At Slander's Touch, thy Muſe new Life aſſumes, 


As T ---d can belt revive decay'd Perfumes, 


As Falſtaff, warlike, in triumphant Roar, 
Kills Piercy, whom Prince Hal had kill'd before ; 
Thy Rage, diſcreetly, bullies thoſe, who fly, 
And, after Conqueſt, does the Foe defy: 

Securely ſaucy, Rhyme can Rebels chaſe, 
Conſcious, tis far more ſafe to Rail, than Face; 
The Village Cur, by Night, thus barks within, 
Arm'd, in cloſe Quarters, with a Maſtiff's Grin; 
Let others, vainly virtuous, proudly ftrive, 
Without the A1d of Infamy, to thrive, 
Imprudently miſled, by Honeſt Aim, 

Let the blind Wand'rers miſs the Paths of F ame, 


Thou 


L142]! 


Thou, more experienc'd in the Arts of Gain, 
Improv'ſt a Talent, not beſtow'd in vain ; 

Thou, ſmartly Dull, and 1mpotently Gay, 

Can'it T ally Prologues to Each Time-tun'd Play; 
Thy Skill Dramatic, unconfin'd, does ſoar, 

Can make a Heroine of a downright Whore ; 
Can Oppoſites for Parallels advance, 

To blacken o'er the Hoſtile Blaze of France ; 


Call Subjects Slaves, as if no Man were Free, 


Who dares not ſpurn at Majeſty, like Thee; * | 
Thy narrow Soul contracts each Object's Size, 
And Monarchy o'er-fills thy Pigmy Eyes ; 

With Thee, Each Prince, tenacious of His Throne, 


A r 


Becomes a Tyrant - For, He keeps His own ; 
What's Liberty? Rebellious Inſolence, 

What Murd'ring Kings? T be Subjecl's Self-Deſence. 
Thus thou woud'ſt argue, and thus Things, like Thee, 
Wowd make us all, except our Rulers, Free! 

Cheaply the World's Contempt thou know'ſt to buy, 
And ſneering peep'ſt at Pow'r with half an Eye; 

T” inſult the Wretched ſuits thy abject Soul, 

So Wolves, in Scorn of the fick Lion, howl ; 

But if, recov'ring, he re- ſeeks his Prey, 

Ignobly filent, ſhun his dreaded Way; ö 
Thy poizeful Prudence, cautious not to fail, 
Still finds the Treaſon in the lighteſt Scale; | 
Subtle in Loyalty, thy liqu'riſh Tongue 


Can plainly prove the laſing Side the Wrong ; 
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Honours, undue, diſgrace, and not adorn, 
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Unformidably fierce, Dull Soul ! Sneer on, | 
Apollo has not a more harmleſs Son ; 
Heav'n kindly lengthen'd out poor Satan's Chain, 
When, wanting Claws, he ſtrove to ſcratch in vain, 
Malice in Thee, ſcarce does more Hurt than Truth, 
Evn thy fam'd Biter had not half a Tooth; 
Thy rampant Impotence our Mirth provokes, 
And, like an old Man's Rape, ends all in Fokes ; 
Yet, fond of Miſchief, with a Monkey's Zeal, 
Thou Shuffleft Cards, thou haſt not Skill to Deal; 
Hence thou preſum'ſt the Church's Tears to mix 
With Stage-born Filth, and Play-houſe Politicks ; 
To Thee their Prize of Impudence they owe, 


And Play-wright C:44er yields to Prologue Rowe, 
Full in the Front of Shame we ſee Thee ſtand, 
With Raree-Show Excitements in thy Hand : 
So blith Fack-Pudding at a Conntry Fair, J 
Sounds his crack'd Trumpet, that the Mob may ſtare; 
And His Quack-Maſter ſell his paultry Ware; 


* 


— 


Unworthy, boaſt thy ſully'd Wreath no more, 
Thy Muſe, in Bays, is but a painted Whore ; 


As erring Greatneſs meets diftinguiſh'd Scorn 
The Aſs of Aſop in his Lyon's Skin, 


Tho' Laureat outward, was but Rowe within. 


4 


1); C FO: Woud'ſt 


Woud'ſt Thou, Reform'd, deſerve a Laureat's Name, 


Be thy Tribe's Leader in the Road to Fame ; 
Inſtructive, guide the Sons of Verſe, who ſtray, 
And point the Straglers out a nobler Way : 

Look all Parnaſſus ſhrubby Summit o'er, 

And its degen'rate Barrenneſs deplore ; - 

Who, now, divinely rais'd, but looking low, 
Sings tatter'd Virtue, hid in Clouds of Woe ? 

Who dares the Wrongs of injur'd Truth rehearſe ? 
Who pricks Ambition with the Sting of Verſe? 
Who ſtrips proud Folly dreſs'd-in borrow'd State? 
Who, tunefully ſevere, corrects the Great ? 

Fled is the Poet's Rage, and in its Place, 

Stands ſmiling Flati' ny, with her Harlot's Face; 
The Name of Bard, which, once did Realms adorn, 
Is now th' untaſted Mark of vulgar Scorn; 

Too well deſerv'd this Fate ! tho” ill endur'd ! 
Men juſtly feel the Pain, their Choice procur'd ; 
The World, regardleſs what old Poets were, 
Uſes the Modern like the Slaves they are. 


3 
„ * 


But ſay, ungen rous Trampler on Mens Woes, 
If, meanly ſoul'd, Thou need'/{t nee ne, 
What cou'd provoke thy Senſeleſs ih ſo far, 


bb '&S A 4 


To blow the dying Embers of a War? 
Does Royal George reign —— by . 1 
And needs He Comedy to help his Cauſe? 
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When Slaves praiſe Kings, and not due Diſtance keep, 
Like Drunken Bawds, who Pray themſelves to ſleep, 
No more the Fool for His T heme's Sake, we ſpare, 
Than the Bawd's Guilt is pardon'd for Her Pray. 
What tho' the Outlaw's Fortune lies as Low, 
As Thy dull Pen's unlicens'd Inſults ſhow, 
Baſe as thou art, can't Thou with Miſ'ry T oy ? 
And, Devil-like, the Ves of Man enjoy ? 
All gen' rous Foes Pity the Cauſe that Falls, 
And blazing Fire for no new Fuel calls : 
Pilots, who, after Storms, wou'd fteer States well, 
Shou'd ſmooth huſh'd Factions yet remaining Swell. 
And ſhalt Thou, Wretch, of Headftrong Freedom vain, 
With Stage-Burleſque, a Kingdom's Cauſe prophane Y 
'Tis dang'rous Sport, which bows the Claim of Crowns 
To free-born Inſolence, and Mirth of Clowns; 
If ſacred Matters with prophane to mix 
Be bad in Words, *tis worſe in Politicks 1 
We bluſh, to ſee King's Titles canvaſs'd, there, 
Where Clap and Hiſs a War of Wills declare q 
Such bold Buffoonry oft is fatal found. 
And Majeſty made cheap, is next uncrown'd. 


Cou'd thy inherent Dulneſs ftretch its Sight, 
And look on Reaſon's all diſcov'ring Light, 


A Flood of Shame wou'd overflow thy Pride, 


OO 


And thy ſhock'd Vanity,difgrac'd ſubſide ;- 


Thy 


Woud'ſt Thou, Reform'd, deſerve a Laureat's Name, 


Be thy Tribe's Leader in the Road to Fame; 
Inſtructive, guide the Sons of Verſe, who ſtray, 
And point the Straglers out a nobler Way: 

Lock all Parnaſſus ſhrubby Summit o'er, 

And its degen'rate Barrenneſs deplore; 

Who, now, divinely rais d, but looking low, 
Sings tatter'd Virtue, hid in Clouds of Woe ? 
Who dares the Wrongs of injur'd Truth rehearſe? 
Who pricks Ambition with the Sting of Verſe ? 
Who ſtrips proud Folly dreſs'd.in borrow'd State? 
Who, tunefully ſevere, corrects the Great ? 


Fled is the Poet's Rage, and in its Place, 


Stands ſmiling Flati'ry, with her Harlot's Face ; 

The Name of Bard, which, once did Realms adorn, 
Is now th* untaſted Mark of vulgar Scorn ; 

Too well deſerv'd this Fate ! tho' ill endur'd ! 

Men juſtly feel the Pain, their Choice procur d; 
The World, regardleſs what old Poets were, 
Uſes the Modern like the Slaves they are. 


But ſay, ungen rous Trampler on Mens Woes, 
If, meanly ſoul d, Thou necd'ſt muſt hate thy Foes, 
What cou'd provoke thy Senſeleſs 108 ſo on 10515 
To blow the dying Embers of a War? 

Does Royal George reign own'd, by Rritdins 1 
And needs He Comedy to help his Cauſe ? 
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When Slaves praiſe Kings, and not due Diſtance keep, 
Like Drunken Bawds, who Pray themſelves to ſleep, 
No more the Fool for His T heme's Sake, we ſpare, 
Than the Bawd's Guilt is pardon'd for Her Pray r. 
What tho' the Outlaw's Fortune lies as Low, 

As Thy dull Pen's unlicens'd Inſults ſhow, 

Baſe as thou art, can'ſt Thou with Miſ'ry T oy ? 

And, Devil-like, the Toes of Man enjoy ? 

All gen'rous Foes Pity the Cauſe that Falls, 

And blazing Fire for no new Fuel calls : 

Pilots, who, after Storms, wou'd ſteer States well, 
Shou'd ſmooth huſh'd Factions yet remaining Swell. 
And ſhalt Thou, Wretch, of Headftrong Freedom vain, 
With Stage-Burleſque, a Kingdom's Cauſe prophane > 

7 Tis dang'rous Sport, which bows the Claim of Crowns 
To free-born Inſolence, and Mirth of Clowns; 

If ſacred Matters with prophane to mix 

Be bad in Words, 'tis worſe in Politicks; 

We bluſh, to ſee King's Titles canvaſs'd, there, 


Where Clap and Heſs a War of Wills declare; 
{ | Such bold Buffoonry oft is fatal found. 
And Majeſty made cheep, is next uncrown'd. 


Cou'd thy inherent Meg Keel its Sight, 


( And look on Reaſon's all diſcov'ring Light, 


A Flood of Shame wou'd overflow thy Pride, 
And thy ſhock'd Vanity, diſgrac'd ſubſdde; 


Thy 


[9] 
Thy opening Mind wou'd then alar mid diſcern, 
That thou haſt &en the Art of Craft to learn, 
That all the dirty Labours of thy Muſe, 
Tend to promote the Scheme thou woud'ſt abuſe. 


When Ceſar conquer'd, and, at firſt allow'd 
Triumphant Baſeneſs to the wanton Crowd ; 
Th' experienc'd Hero, all diſdainful, knew, 
That they, who down Great Pompey's Satues threw, 


Wou'd, on Occaſion, ſerve, his own ſo too. 

Let me, at laſt, he cry'd, his Fame reſtore, 
No longer hated, now he's fear'd no more; 
Shou'd Kings ſtand paſhve, while bold Subjects act, 
Ill nouriſh'd Licenſe ſoon wowd Pow'r diſtract: 
Who, thus, inſulting, can His Curſers be, 

Wou'd in His Caſe, His dreaded Conqu'ror ſee, 
There they Speak out, what they but think of Me; 
Their Scorn of Pompey ſhall be Cæſar's School, 
And teach him ſtrongly to maintain His Rule : 


ITheſe Reſtive Slaves compulſively obey, 
Kings Per ſons are not odious --- *tis their Sway z 


But I, O Pompey, by thy Ruin, Great, ; 
Will cruſh Rebellion in its Egg, Debate, | 
At once attone thy Fal, and a thy pity'd: Fate. 


W495 


| 


